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THE LETTER L.
PRESENT.
A meadow where the grass was deep,
Rich, square, and golden to the view, A belt of elms with level sweep About it grew.
The sun beat down on it, the line
Of shade was clear beneath the trees; There, by a clustering eglantine, We sat at ease.
And 0 the buttercups ! that field
O' the cloth of gold, where pennons swam-Where France set up his lilied shield, His oriflamb,
And Henry's lion-standard rolled :
What was it to their matchless sheen, Their million million drops of gold Among the green!
We sat at ease in peaceful trust,
For he had written, * Let us meet; My wife grew tired of smoke and dust, And London heat,